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one or the other forms ever hovered before them ; in which 'cause they neither shrank from suffering, nor called on the earth to witness it as something wonderful ; but patiently endured, counting it blessedness enough so to spend and be spent. Thus the ' golden-calf of Self-love,' however curiously carved, was not their Deity; but the Invisible Goodness, which alone is man's reasonable service. This feeling was as a celestial fountain, whose streams refreshed into gladness and beauty all the provinces of their otherwise too desolate existence. In a; word, they willed one thing, to which all other things were subordinated and made subservient ; and therefore they accomplished it. The wedge will rend rocks; but its edge must be sharp and single :TF iff be double, the wedge is bruised in pieces and will rend nothing.
Part of this superiority these men owed to theiriage; in which heroism, and devotedness were still practised, or at least not yet disbelieved in: but much of it likewise they owed to themselves. With Burns, again, it was different. JE[i& -morality, in most of its practical points, is that of a mere worldly man ; enjoyment, in a finer or coarser shape, is the only thing" he longs and strives for. A noble instinct sometimes raises him above this ; but an instinct only, and acting only for moments. He has no Eeligion ; in the shallow age, where his days were cast, Religion was not discriminated from the New and Old Light forms of Religion; and was, with these, becoming obsolete in the minds of men. His heart, indeed, is alive with a trembling adoration, there is no temple in his understanding. vjE
ij-ess and in the shadow of doubt. His religion, at best, is o,n* anxious wish ; like that of Rabelais, e a great Perhaps/
He loved Poetryjwarmly, and in his^ heart; could he but have loved it purely, and with his whole undivided heart,
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